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“Not to die in the word.” 
DON’T know who 
said this, but I try 

T not to forget it. It is 

T too easy to think we 

know a thing by put- 

_. ting a label on it. 

.* How many ornithol- 


How many politi- 
cians who legislate 
about children ever see the child as itself? A 
child is a person, good or bad, usually both, but 
always unique. And so are birds, flowers, trees 
and situations. Every moral situation is a new 
problem. Ask the man who runs a business, ask 
the woman who rules a house, ask the judge and 
jury at any trial. 
Murder is murder. That is the label, the 
class, the word. But the judge wants to see the 
man who did it, and looking at him, asking him 
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questions, he tries to find out what sort of aman 
this is, and what was his provocation. And the 
sentence will depend on the answers. Justice 
demands a different answer for each person. 
One will be sent to death, and one acquitted. 
Names are uniforms, they show a public fact 
for public use, the rank, the address, but who is 
the man inside? Words on the page are like the 
houses of a town, they make neat rows for the 
postman and we say, “This is the town.” 


Bor the town is people. These walls of 
printer’s ink can hide from us the real world of 
individual things, each with its own beauty, of 
individual people each with his own life, the 
only life he will get, his own secret fears, his 
own private dream. They often hide him from 
his closest friends, his oldest enemies, even 
from himself. 


Joyce Cary is one of Britain’s most gifted contem- 
porary writers. Among his novels are “Herself Sur- 


` prised,” “Mister Johnson” and “Prisoner of Grace.” 





RAIN-TRUSTER 


Sidhius 


EVIDENCE. Last month, reporter A. E. 
Hotchner, in an exclusive article titled “And 
No Passengers Were Killed,” proposed that 
we adopt a set of revolutionary air-safety : 
ideas in this country to lower fatality rates. 
One of the main features of tomorrow’s safer 
passenger plane, Mr. Hotchner said, will be 
backward-facing seats. About the time the 
article was published, a news dispatch from 
England announced that a Royal Air Force 
transport had collided with a jet fighter and 
crashed. The nine passengers, all of whom 
were seated facing the rear of the plane, 
walked out unhurt. So far-a total of 140 
British passengers — all seated backward — 
have survived violent plane crashes. 


PROPHET. Harry A. Bullis, Board Chair- 
man of General Mills, found at recent stock- 
holder meetings that the commonest questions 
concerned his views of the business future. 
Perennially optimistic, Bullis made a hopeful 
forecast for 1953, but as a slight hedge he 
prefaced it with this story: A waiter brought 
a customer 55 cents change in the form of a 
nickel and a 50-cent piece. The customer 


waiter laughed. “I gambled and I lost.” 


` COMING UP. In next week’s issue, Edward 


W. Barrett, a former top assistant to outgoing 
Secretary of State Dean Acheson, passes on 
some important advice to the American peo- 
ple. He tells them, in “Give Dulles a Chance!” 
why they should think twice before making 
the incoming secretary a target for political 
brickbats. In the same issue, Movie Editor 
Louis Berg takes a look at the current crop 
of Hollywood starlets and tells which ones he 
believes will climb to the top in 1953. 

Also, writers Mitchell Dreese and Magruder 
Dobie conduct a quiz for people who would 
like to start their own businesses, in “Should 
You Be Your Own Boss?” — THE EDITORS 


This Week 
THE SUNDAY MAGAZINE 
WILLIAM I. NICHOLS, Editor 


Editorial offices: 420 Lexi: 
Avenue, New York 17, New York 
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NOW! The Colgate-Palmolive-Peet Company -e a ek 
| PALMOLIVE'S BEAUTY PLAN 


ANNOUNCES | BRINGS MOST WOMEN | 
| 


wa F, tee LOVELIER COMPLEXIONS | 
— i | 
b JUK IN 14 DAYS OR LESS! | 
° 
The very first time-you try the Palmolive Beauty Plan you'll 
actually see Palmolive begin to bring out beauty while it 
its 


cleans your skin. Palmolive is so mild . . . so pure . . . 
rich, fragrant lather gives you everything you need for 


z e gentle beauty care. 
SAME WRAPPER 5 in Eve Ca ke of Remember—36 doctors in 1285 impartial tests proved 
—SAME LOW PRICE! that Palmolive’s Beauty Plan brings most women softer, 
smoother, younger looking skin. 
Massage Palmolive Soap’s extra-mild, pure lather onto 


e 
Palmolive Soa your skin for 60 seconds. Rinse with warm water, splash 
with cold, and pat dry. Do this 3 times a day. It feels just 


right . . . is just right for your skin. 


















“NATURE'S CHLOROPHYLL”* 
is what makes ae rr“ ; 
M ! NOW! FOR YOUR COMPLEXION. . . Palmolive Care NOW! FOR YOUR BEAUTY BATH... Enjoy Palmolive’s 
Palmolive Green! ron ee ee 
*No therapeutic claim is made for the chlorophyll i Oa my = eee ee 


Rich, Fragrant Lather . . . Delightful in Tub or Shower! 
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STOCKINGS 
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WOOLENS 
Kind to Hands! 





—SAVES YOU ALL | 
THE HARD WORK ! 


Prove it yourself! “HAND-HEAT TEST” shows why: 


| Dip hands in water. Then put a tablespoonful of any leading laundry 
j detergent in one hand — put a tablespoonful of VEL in the other. 









J 








pont wasn— JUST SOAK 
Dishes soak grease-free in 






Don't wire—JUST RINSE 
Yes! Just soak and rinse. 


Feel the heat 
from laundry detergents, indi- 
cating presence of irritating 


Feel NO heat with Vel 


That’s because Vel contains no 
irritating alkalis — no harsh 





seconds! No washing Dishes dry streak-free with- alkalis and laundry chemicals laundry chemicals to cause 
needed. If food clings, a out wiping! Even heavy that cause “Detergent Burn”! “Detergent Burn”! 

i stew and fry- 
ce eo = boa poi is lagen iE VEL is a miracle of mildness! Vel helps you avoid 
dishwater with Vel—noring dissolved no hard scouring rough, red hands—causes no “Detergent Burn’! 
around the pan! is needed with Vel! 


MARVELOUS FOR DISHES AND FINEST FABRICS 


Package for package, Vel cuts grease better than the a 
*VEL is the trade-mark of the Colgate-Palmolive-Peet Company. 


leading laundry detergent, liquid detergents or soaps! 





If he asks you to a house party— 
O Get it in writing O Go as his guest 
All your gang’s going—and Tom’s heckling 
you to come along. Trouble is (maybe you’re 
new in town) —you’ve never met the hostess! 
Appear at her party as a“‘guest’s guest”? Tain’t 
proper! A girl should have a written invita- 
tion. On problem days, Kotex .invites you to 
be comfortable—with softness that holds its 
shape. You know, this extra-absorbent napkin’s 
made to stay soft while you wear it; what’s 
more, the special safety center gives extra 
protection, helps prevent “accidents.” 





To glamourize pallid lashes, try a— 
O Curling gadget CO Light touch 


Are your lashes too blonde to “register”? 
You can give them the plus they need—with 
a light touch of mascara. No beady look, 
please! Rub lashes with a Kleenex* tissue 
after applying the winker-paint. And if you’d 
wink at “calendar” worries—choose Kotex — 
in just the absorbency you need. Try all 3: 
Regular, Junior, Super! 








Is this doodler showing signs of — 


O The Zodiac O Warning O Genius 
“Ain’t he had no fetchin’ up?” — this table-cloth 
Michelangelo? Seems bruising good linen doesn’t 
worry him a bit. Be leery of such telltale traits; 
they’re a warning sign: show he’s inconsiderate. 
And when you're buying sanitary protection, 
side-step telltale outlines— with Kotex. Thanks to 
those flat pressed ends there’s no sign of a line! 


More women choose KOTEX’ 
than all other sanitary napkins 








How to prepare for “certain” days? 
[O Circle your calendar [_] Perk up your wardrobe [_] Buy a new belt 
Before “that” time, be ready! All 3 answers can help. But to assure extra 


comfort, buy a new Kotex sanitary belt. Made with soft-stretch elastic 
—this strong, lightweight sanitary belt’s non-twisting . . . non-curling. 


Stays flat even after many washings. Dries pronto! So don’t wait: buy 


“T. m. REG. u. 5. PAT. OFF. 


a new Kotex belt now. Buy two—for a change! 








OR reasons 
that may 
havesome vague 
f connection with 
: the dwindling 
i value of our own 
see dollars, stories 
Bennett Cerf about super- 
thrifty Scotsmen are not so 
plentiful in these parts as once 
they were. The Sandy McTav- 
ishes and Jock McManns have 
retreated to their igloos, or what- 
ever it is they hole up in out Aber- 
deen way, and the once-familiar 
“Hoot, mon!” today is just a 
big-league pitcher on the Detroit 
Tigers. 

I was reminded of the shortage 
by an incident in Chicago the 
other morning. I had just checked 
into the Ambassador Hotel when 
my phone began to ring. The head 
of a big Chicago department store, 





-it developed, had an address to 


deliver that evening to a group of 
doughty citizens of Scotch lineage, 
and would I please supply him 
instantly with a couple of brand- 
new appropriate stories with which 
to break the ice. 

“Give me time to catch my 
breath,” I pleaded. “The bellboy 
hasn’t even brought up my bag- 
pipes yet.” The following were the 
best stories I could contrive for 


“him. They may not be brand new, 


but you’ll admit they’re Scotch! 


A BIG MANUFACTURER of 
plaids and tartans in Edinburgh 


The licht was too wee 


received word that its star sales- 
man, after 25 years of conspicuous 
service, had expired suddenly in a 
Liverpool hotel. The manager in 
Edinburgh wired — collect, “Re- 
turn samples by freight and search 
his pants for orders.” 

“The new radio ye sent me,” 
confided a reasonably grateful 
Scotsman to a wealthy Amer- 
ican business associate, “‘is all 
verra well, but it’s difficult to 
read by the wee licht.” 


THE IMMIGRATION authori- 
ties at Ellis Island were examining 


the credentials of a middle-aged 
Scotch couple who sought admis- 
sion to our shores. The 
pictures caused trouble. “Mr. 
MacGregor,” said the official, “this 
photograph of you is a perfect like- 
ness, but I must say this other 
picture looks nothing like Mrs. 
MacGregor to me. Have you other 
substantiating evidence that this 
lady with you is indeed your 
wife?” 

Mr. MacGregor sighed deep- 
ly, and whispered to the offi- 
cial, “Laddie, if ye can prove 





she isn’t, PI gi’e ye twenty 
pounds.” 


THE LATE HARRY LAUDER, 
during his farewell appearance at 
the Palace Theatre in New York, 
was braced for a contribution to 
a charity fund. “Remember our 
slogan,” urged the fair solicitor, 
“Give till it hurts!” “Lady,” 
Sir Harry assured her, “the verra 
idea hurts.” 

The reception clerk at the 
St. Regis tried to force a suite 
on Sir Harry, but was reminded 
tartly, “What would I be doing 
with a sitting room? I’ll do my 
sitting in the lobby.” 


THE LAST STRAWS. Tammas 
McPherson, known as the Aber- 
dean of nickel nursers, outsmarted 
himself last week. He took such 
long strides to preserve his four- 
dollar shoes that he split his seven- 
dollar trousers! Tammas told his 
wife of a bad dream he had had. 

“Suddenly every animal that 
was in your fur piece and coat was 
standing at the bedside snarling at 
me,” he wailed. “Shame on you,” 
chided his wife. “A McPherson 
letting himself be frightened by a 
couple of mangy alley cats!” 

McPherson had a beautiful 
daughter, whose suitor knew 
just how to win father’s quick 
consent to the marriage. “Mr. 
McPherson,” said the suitor 
cheerily, “I think I can show 
you a way tosave yourself some 
expense.” = 
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See how PALL MALL’s greater length of 
fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat 


GOBIOGOGGO SOUS 


enjoy the smooth smoking 


of fine tobaccos... 
the finest quality money can buy 





Light a PALL MALL and notice how mild PALL MALL’s smoke be- 
comes as it is filtered further through PALL MALL’s traditionally 
fine, mellow tobaccos. = 

At the very first puff of your PALL MALL you will enjoy PALL 
MALL’s cooler, sweeter smoking. And your enjoyment of PALL MALL 
doesn’t stop there. 





After 5—10—or 17 puffs of each cigarette, your own eyes can 
measure PALL MALL’s extra length for extra mildness. Pall Mall’s 
greater length of fine tobaccos travels the smoke fur- 
ther on the way to your throat—filters the smoke and 
makes it mild. PALL MALL gives you a smoothness, mildness ` 
and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you. 


..-and they are 






Wherever you go, notice how many 
people have changed to PALL MALL 
in the distinguished red package 
THE FINEST QUALITY 
MONEY CAN BUY 


Copr. 1953, American Cigarette and Cigar Co., Ine. 









po sure success. 
All Measurements Level. Measure into bowl: 


22 cups sifted % cup Crisco 
cake flour i teaspoon salt 

1% cups suger 34 cup milk 

Mix th ly by hand or mixer (medi- 


um speed) for 2 minutes. Stir in: 
4¥2 teaspoons double-acting baking powder* 
Add: Ya cup milk - 5 egg whites 

1 teaspoon vanilla 


Erhi Ly mand. or miner (medi: 
for 2 mins. Pour into two 


batter). in moderate oven (360°F.. 

Toomi Bal oe loosen edges 
mins. Before removing, 

sree ane PISA TEE Guit caka ia pan; 

invert together. Cool and frost with: 


CHOCOLATE FLUFF FROSTING 


In top of double boiler combine: 134 cups 

Water, & cee whites, unbosten,'Se¢ over 
wi unl 

of double boiler which contains 


from warm, Semente ir: ee 




















to Dake ea ” on top of cake. 
*With tartrate type use 544 tsps. 


Ee 


this lighter, richer Crisco cake 


Showy swirls and curls of chocolate top 
off a cake that’s a light, luscious wonder! 
And thanks to new Crisco, it’s easier than 
ever to bake. 


New baking ease with 
new Crisco! It’s easier to 
blend, creamier than other 
vegetable shortenings! 





You see, pure, all-vegetable Crisco has a 
baking secret found in no other type of 
shortening. Crisco can make any cake a 
better cake! And when you use Crisco and 
the Quick Method recipe given here, 
you'll get lighter, richer, moister, more 
tender cakes than with any other type of 
shortening and ordinary recipe. 





And now you get them with new ease! 
For there's extra magic in the new Crisco 
at your dealer's. This new Crisco is easier 
to blend, creamier than any other leading 
vegetable shortening. It mixes faster into 
satin-smooth batters. 


Prove jt! There’s no other shortening like 
new Crisco. It's made differently . . . does 
wonders for cakes . . . it’s America’s finest 


shortening. No wonder more women bake 
with Crisco than with any other brand of 
shortening! 
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QUIZ °EM 


Questions and answers from current news 


Bim 


PISA’S TOWER: What holds it up? 





R=: - « - How are architects help- 
ing the Leaning Tower of Pisa to 
keep on defying the law of gravity? 

They are planning an injection of 
liquid cement to slow down its collapse. 
It has been estimated that it would fall 
completely in about 400 years. 

— P.R., East McKeesport, Pa. 


WORKHORSE . . . What is the new 
“Army Mule”? 

An H-25 helicopter. It carries four to 
six men plus a crew of two and is the 
latest thing in evacuation, assault and 


transport helicopters. 
— S.G. Columbia, Mo. 


CHEESE . . . Why are the makers of 
Swiss cheese irritated by the use of anti- 
biotics in treating dairy-catile diseases? 

It stops the growth of bacteria and 
makes it difficult to produce the holes so 
essential to Swiss cheese. 

— Mrs. R.C.L., Huron, Ohio 
VOTE-GETTERS . . . What family has 
had four members elected to Congress? 

The Long family of Louisiana. Dr. 
George S. Long, elected representative 
from Louisiana’s Eighth Congressional 
District, was the fourth. 

— Mrs. 0.H.H., Birmingham, Ala. 


ATTACK .. . Where is a new “blitz” 
now undermining the foundations of ancient 
buildings? 

In London where hungry pigeons, fat- 
tened up by last summer’s American 
tourists, are now desperately pecking at 
the buildings to get the lime in the 
mortar. — H.J., Denver 


BLIMP... A jet-propelled dirigible has 
now been built. By what country? 
Italy, according to the Rome news- 
paper, “Giornale D’Italia.” 
— M.M., Indianapolis 


oaae om Menag 


NOTE: We will pay $2 for a question and answer 
usedinthiscolumn. ions are based on current 
news and clipping of news source must accompany 
answer. Address: Tom Henry, THIS WEEK, 420 
Lexington Ave., New York 17, N. Y. Unaccepted 
contributions cannot be acknowledged or returned. 
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EVENTY-FIVE years ago this coming Tues- 
day, a child was born in a three-room 
frame house on Third Street, just east of the 
Chicago, Burlington & Quincy tracks, in Gales- 
burg, Ill. A Swedish midwife said to the dark, 
stockily built man who was waiting outside, 
“Det är en pojke” — “It’s a boy.” 
The man nodded, ate his breakfast in si- 


lence, and went out to his job in the CB&Q ` 


blacksmith shop. He was good at swinging a 
` hammer, but he was not very demonstrative. 
The boy was christened Carl August 
Sandburg but he dropped his middle name. 
The various jobs he tried — he delivered milk 
and newspapers, he. was a hobo and a dish- 
washer, a shoeshine boy and a soldier — did 
not seem to rate a middle name. 

A few weeks ago, while on a short visit to 
New York, Sandburg went for a long walk 
with an old friend*. He was in a reminiscent 
*©Ohe “old friend;” Mr. Van Ryn, is a former 
editor and motion-picture executive who has 
been associated with Sandburg for 20 years. 


a Bete 


Here is an article that will bring you a thrill. 
In it, you will walk along a city street with a 
beloved story-teller, and hear America talking 


BY FREDERICK VAN RYN 


mood. He talked of his early days in Gales- 
burg, of his youth in and around Chicago, of 
his present home in the mountains of North 
Carolina, and of America’s future. 


The Prophecy 
So stirinc was his description of the days 
that lie ahead of us, that his companion wished 
that all Americans, particularly those who 
suffer because of little faith, could hear this 


prophecy of things to come. 


Sandburg was not making a speech, he was 
merely chatting. But it so happens that his 
conversational style is an amazing mixture of 


grave, sonorous phrases that seem to be lifted 
right out of “Pilgrim’s Progress” and the 
latest slang expressions that would be under- 
stood by the most boisterous of teen-agers. 

Once in a while, as he and his companicn 
were waiting for a traffic light to change, a 
passer-by would look at Sandburg and say: 
“Excuse me, but your face seems familiar. 
Weren’t you on television a few nights ago?” 

This far-from-flattering way of identifying 
one of America’s most famous poets and the 
greatest biographer of Abraham Lincoln did 
not disturb Sandburg. He grinned. 

“I like New York,” he said, “but Lordy, oh 





GOAT FARMER: Sandburg is a poet who's proud to be a “country boy.” His Flat Rock, N. C., herd produces 40 gallons of milk daily 


Lordy, how I miss Chicago . .. New York is 
handsome and intelligent, but,” he raised a 
warning finger, “Chicago is steaks, pork chops, 
grain. When New York is sick, the rest of the 
country still struggles along, but let Chicago 
sneeze ... why, the whole country runs a 
fever . . . New York may be this nation’s head, 
but Chicago is still its heart. 
“A Country Boy” A 
“Way don’t I live in Chicago? That’s sim- 
ple ... I’m a country boy. When I wake up 
in the morning, I’ve got to be able to see either 
the prairie or the mountains. When I’m in a 
city, I feel like a visitor . . . I’m not certain of 
myself, I can’t think.” 
He stopped abruptly, raised his head, and 
looked at the group of massive buildings ahead. 
_“The Medical Center,” he said slowly. 
“Each time I look at those beautiful buildings, 
I think of the miracles that have occurred in 
America within my lifetime. You don’t hear 
nowadays about many children dying of 
Continued on page 16 
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WALLY KNEW THERE WAS 






SOMETHING FUNNY ABOUT 
THE LADY ANGLER. BUT SHE 


WAS TOO LOVELY TO RESIST 


BY ARTHUR GORDON 


Illustrated by George Garland 


s A maintainance engineer on Florida’s 

west coast, Wally Hagan was deeply 

interested in the structure of things. No 

doubt that was why, driving across the bridge that evening, 
he noticed the girl. re 

She was leaning over the railing, a small casting rod in her 
hand. Wally could not see her face, but the view he did have 
was interesting. 

She had long golden legs in rather short shorts. She was 
also wearing a halter and a fisherman’s cap. Dark hair touched 
shoulders gilded by the late Florida sunshine. All this Wally 
saw in one startled glance as his old convertible crossed the 
bridge that spans Hurricane Pass. 

Anglers on the bridge were nothing new to Wally. All day 
long and a good part of the night you could find them there, a 
cheerful if somewhat bedraggled crew. Driving to and from 
his job, Wally had seen hundreds of them. But never one 
like this. 

Relax, he said sternly to himself; she’s probably got a face 
that would frighten a barracuda. 

He drove on resolutely, watching the sun dip into the Gulf 
of Mexico. Off shore a few belated charter boats were making 
for the Pass, only entrance along that stretch of coast to the 
shelter of the Bay. 

Or if she is pretty, Wally assured himself, she’s undoubtedly 
married. Probably has six kids. Drive on, stupid, drive on. 


Despite the fact that he would not, under most circum- 
stances, think that talking to girls without being introduced 
was a wise thing, his usually cautious nature now took a 
severe beating. 

Half a block farther on he rhade an abrupt turn and headed 
back toward the bridge. Slowly he coasted up behind the girl. 
Still he could not see her face, but. her left hand rested on 
the stone railing. It was ringless, Wally beeped softly with 
his horn. The girl looked around. He clutched the wheel hard. 
She was one of the best-looking girls he had ever seen. 

Wally tried a hopeful smile. She congealed him with an icy 
stare. He bit his lip and drove on. Probably one of those 
fishing fanatics, he told himself resentfully. Thinks anybody 
who makes a noise is a criminal, or something. 

He made another turn and approached the bridge again. 
This time he studied the girl with cool detachment. She 
seemed to know what she was doing. She had a bucket of 
live bait; a raincoat neatly folded, a flashlight, and a lunch 
box. 

The lunch box intrigued Wally considerably. Could she 
intend to fish all night? If so, she might welcome some com- 


A pair of cool dark eyes 
were appraising Wally. 
“Haven't you been driving 
a car across this bridge?” 
the lady angler demanded 
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pany. But if she were really a fishing fanatic, the only company 
she would tolerate would be . . . 

Wally stopped his car at the filling station just beyond the 
bridge. “Hi, Tony,” he cried to the little Italian who owned 
it, “lend me your fishing rod, will you?” 

“Sure-a theeng,” said Tony. “But thees-a tide, she not 
right to catch —” 

“Never mind the tide,” said Wally. ‘Thanks, pal.” 

He hurried out on the bridge, Tony’s rod in his hand. He 
stopped casually ten feet from the girl. “Any luck?” 

She did not look around. “Not yet.” 

“You know,” said Wally happily, “I don’t seem to have 
any bait. Do you suppose you could spare...” 

He stopped. A pair of cool dark eyes were appraising him. 
“Haven’t you been driving a car back and forth across this 
bridge?” 

“Well — uh — yes,” admitted Wally. “But you see, I just 
thought — I mean, after all, you can’t fish forever, and —” 

“I can fish,” said the girl, “until I’ve caught something. 
Which is exactly what I intend to do.” 

“But when you havé caught something,” persisted Wally, 
“wouldn’t you —couldn’t you have some dinner with me? 
I mean...” 

She gave him a long, thoughtful look. “Maybe,” she said. 

That was enough for Wally. Sooner or later, fishing from 
the bridge you always caught something. And when a pretty 
girl said, “Maybe,” that invariably meant yes. 


Suowerep, shaved, clean-suited and beaming, he was back 
in fifty-three minutes flat. It was getting dark, but a handful 
of fishermen remained. He eased up behind the girl. “Caught 
anything?” 

She shook her head. “Better come back in about an hour.” 

A girl like that, Wally told himself, was well worth waiting 
for. He drove around aimlessly, frequently consulting his 
watch. 

After forty-eight minutes that seemed like years, he was 
back on the bridge. Surely by now’she would have caught 
something. He beeped at her hopefully. 

“Still nothing doing. I guess you’d better give me another 
hour,” she said. 


Wally drove away, frowning to himself. There was some- . 


thing, well — fishy about all this. One of the other anglers 
had three mackerel; still another had a catfish and a sea trout. 
Was it possible that she didn’t know how to hook a fish? The 
thought was disturbing. Wally was no great shakes as a 
fisherman himself. But he knew that a certain amount of 

He passed Carey’s Seafood Market, and inspiration smote 
him like a thunderbolt. He stopped the car and went in. 

“You got any live fish for sale?” The answer was prompt 
and negative. “Weil,” said Wally,’“‘give me one of the least 
dead ones you have.” 

He picked out a noble sea trout of about three pounds. It 
was very cold, very glassy-eyed, and it cost a dollar and forty- 
seven cents. 

Cheap at the price, Wally thought admiringly. He drove 
back to the dock near the bridge where Tony kept his rowboat. 
Clutching Mrs. Trout, he stumbled down the slippery steps 
toward the water. 

It was one of the blackest nights he had ever seen, but 
somehow he located the oars and shoved off. Silently he glided 
along until the bulk of the bridge loomed dimly ahead. The 
girl, he knew, was just over the middle arch. 

Noiselessly Wally drifted down upon her fishing float, gently 
pulled in the line. The hook was bare; no wonder Madame 
Nimrod wasn’t catching anything! He affixed Mrs. Trout, 
slid her into the water. Then he sat listening. A boat was 





There was a sharp explosion. Wally and the other men leaped into the water 


coming upstream. He could not see it, but he heard the 
cautious click of oarlocks. 

With dramatic suddenness a beam of light shot out from the 
bridge. A crisp feminine voice ordered, “Stay where you are!” 

Wally looked up. Staring down at him was the muzzle of a 
pistol that looked as big as a cannon. The wild thought 
crossed his mind that all this time he had been dealing with 
an escaped lunatic. Some such notion evidently occurred to 
the occupants of the other boat, for a motor whined hysteri- 
cally, and the bow leaped out of the water as the boat shot 
forward. 

Instantly there was an appalling explosion. Wally hit the 
water, head first. He was not alone; from the other boat four 
men leaped wildly. Standing on the bridge, Madame Nimrod 
nonchalantly put two more slugs through the outboard motor. 
She waited until the Coast Guard launch roared out of the 
slip where it had been lying. “All right, boys,” she called. 
“Fish ’em out and bring ’em up here, will you?” ~ 


Five minutes later Wally stood soaking on the bridge along 
with one sullen American and three very dejected Cubans. 
“TIl take charge of this one,” the girl said, pointing at 
Wally. “I’ve about decided he’s the innocent bystander. 
You can lock the others up.” 
“Nice going, Miss Ames,” said one of the Coastguardsmen 
admiringly. “You sure fixed their wagon!” 


“What is all this?” asked Wally in a sort of feeble croak. 

“Illegal entry,” said Miss Ames cheerfully. “We knew they 
were running in aliens from Cuba. I thought they might try 
it through here tonight. Now you know what I was fishing for.” 

Wally gulped. “You mean, you’re some kind of an agent?” 

“Just another bureaucrat,” admitted Miss Ames. “Treasury 
Department, with the Coast Guard co-operating.” 

“But you let me pick you up! Almost, anyway.” 


*¢Srrictiy line of duty,” said Miss Ames. “The way you 
were driving back and forth here, I thought you might be a 
spotter making sure the coast was clear. So I decided to keep 
an eye on you by letting you keep an eye on me.” She was 
reeling her line. “Eeek! What’s this?” 

“That’s a fish,” said Wally. “I put it there. I thought I’d 
better help or you’d never catch anything.” 

“Take it off!” yelled Miss Ames. “I hate fish!” 

“If I do,” said Wally, brightening a little, “will you...” 

“Gosh, you're a persistent young man, aren’t you?” She 
gave him a long appraising look. After another minute she 
smiled and said, “Okay, I’ll have dinner with you, after I’ve 
made my report and after we’re both cleaned up a bit. But 
kindly remove that gruesome thing!” 

Wally did so. He said, afterwards, that he thought Mrs. 
Trout winked at him. A nice comradely wink. But, of course, 
he wasn’t absolutely sure. The End 


RACING through a fiery ring at top speed is Emil Kerofsky in one of the team's most spectacular stunts 





Never try to outspee 


a Portland policema 


He knows more trick 
than a circus rider. . 


Photographs by Hy Peskin 


PORTLAND, ORE. 
OME time when you're looking for a 
thrill, try ramming a motorcycle at 5 


Ore., is doing all the time. The team is mac 
up of members of the regular motorcyc 
squad and the reserve squad, and they put o 
a thrill-packed, 45-stunt show that’s b 
fascinating audiences all over the Northv 
for 14 years. 


Aswe from the burning board-wall cra 
Emil Kerofsky’s broad jump is perhaps 
most spectacular. He has cleared as 

as 27 men in this feat (the number of me 
depends on the ground surface and avai 
able space). Ard M. Pratt, manager of 
team and a fancy rider himself at one tim 
doesn’t mind serving as end man on this 

He has plenty of confidence in motorcy: 
— and his riders. -R 


KEROFSKY jumps over a line of men instead of barrels. He looks as though he’s going to hit the last man — but he doesn’t 


C DEVIL COPS 


BOARD-WALL CRASH is Ron Dozier's specialty — he hits at 50 m.p.h. FIVE MEN ON A MOTORCYCLE. This takes plenty of work. Team practices twice a month 
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HARRY CONOVER SAYS: 


ZM THROUGH WITH TANN GIRIS” 


Which is more beautiful, this expert asks 


—a bean pole or a woman? Here he strikes 


66 ELL, darling, I 

finally made 
it!” announced a faded 
young beauty with 
sunken cheeks to a 
woman seated behind 
a desk in New York 
recently. “I’m seven- 
teen pounds under- 
weight — and my doc- 
tor says I’ve got sec- 


AUTHOR runs a adres 
top model agency On, that’s wonder: 


ful news,” beamed the other female. “I’m very 
happy for you.” 

Unfortunately for the American male, al- 
ready troubled by modern woman’s yen to 
wear his psychological pants, the above dia- 
logue did not take place in an insane asylum. 
The two women are not only very much “at 
large,” but, what’s worse, are credited with 
being in their right mind. In fact, they, along 
with a powerful group of fashion arbiters, 
editors and photographers are having great 
success foisting their cockeyed and neurotic 
standards of “beauty” on the whole country’s 
womanhood. 


The 20th-century Venus 


In snorr, these stylists don’t like the way 
God created the feminine figure. Seems she 
just doesn’t photograph svelte enough in the 
latest styles. So these folk have designed their 
own 20th-century Venus — a rattling bundle 
of skin and bones. You see her in hoity-toity 
poses on every page of the fashion magazines. 

And you’ll be seeing this bean pole in 
your own home if something isn’t done 
quickly. 

The conversation cited in the opening para- 
graph was overheard in the offices of one of 
the agencies dealing exclusively in what are 
known as “high-fashion” models. These agen- 
cies, and there are several of them, supply 
photographers with the mannish scarecrows 
insisted upon by fashion editors to model the 
latest Paris creations. Many of these clothes- 
horse skeletons earn around $300 a week. A 
few are so thin and scrawny, and such mis- 
tresses of the art of staring snootily into space 
with poodle-hairdos flying, legs impishly apart 
and hands on hips, that they command fees 
of $30,000 a year. 


A Matter of Health 


Now I’m all in favor of models using their 
God-given talents to earn as much money as 
possible in any respectable pose they can 
assume. I have naturally slender girls doing 
high-fashion work and I most certainly ap- 
prove it, but please observe that I stress 
“NATURALLY SLENDER.” As you know, there 
are some girls who can eat like horses and 
retain willowy, reed-like figures. 

But this artificial rage for gaunt, bosom- 
less women is not just a personal matter 
affecting a few pocketbooks. It happens to be 
ruinous to the health and dispositions of those 
involved — and indirectly of those involved 
with them. And worst of all, it is setting up 
false, dangerous and unhealthy standards for 
women all over the country. 

“These “Adenoid Annies” and “Spooks,” 
as they are cynically called in their own pro- 
fession, are being paraded before the Amer- 








at the emaciated fashion models who are 


setting the style for American women 


ican public as paragons of elegance — ideals 
to be lived up to by those poor, benighted 
women in the sticks who still happen to be 
pleasingly curvaceous. 

® Now it might be logical to ask why I, 
Harry Conover, got so steamed up over what 
after all was part and parcel of my own pro- 
fession. In times of confusion and insecurity 
such as these, the public is on a subconscious 
search for truth and sincerity — that which 
they can believe. Artificiality and exaggera- 
tion in anything, including beauty, is becom- 
ing less acceptable. That’s why I’m coming 
out for a “new-model” model whom I call the 
Believable Beauty. 

Incidentally, I’m not alone. Elsa Schiapa- 
relli herself blew up after taking a look at the 
mannequins in her latest Paris fashion show. 
“Where are the bosoms? Where are the hips?” 
she wanted to know. ‘Designers keep forget- 
ting that women are females. I am sick of the 
cardboard silhouette.” 

I am too, but that’s not my only reason for 


WATCH OUT, LADY! Some 
models eat less every 
day than a myna bird! 


steering clear, at my own agency, of the girl 
who has starved herself into looking like an 
Adam’s apple mounted on a pogo stick. Tell 
me this: what kind of a humor are you in the 
morning of the day you miss breakfast? Would 
you like to work with a group of women who 
miss practically every meal every day? The 
surest way to a man’s ulcer is through a 
woman’s empty stomach. Frankly, I made 
up my mind long ago that life was too short 
for me to kowtow to these Melba-toast prima 
donnas whose waspish figures are matched by 
equally waspish temperaments. 
The Minnesota Experiment 

Some years ago, Dr. Russell Wilder, formerly’ 
of the Mayo Clinic, conducted an interesting 
experiment at Rochester, Minn. He placed 
a group of women on a diet deficient in impor- 
tant elements of Vitamin-B complex for six 
months. Long before the expiration of that 
time, storms began to brew. The women 
became impossible to live with. They had 





difficulty in concentration, had nightmares 
and developed temporary neuroses. 

I am firmly convinced that such experi- 
ments should be confined.to hospitals and not 
imposed on girls out in the world trying to 
earn a living. High-strung, starvation-diet 
models are given to snapping at everyone 
around them like mad dogs, yet they demand 
an inordinate amount of praise, honeyed 
words and adoring pats on the back. The 
gruelling pace drives many of them into 
hysterics on the job. It is not too rare for 
photographers to declare a recess for an hour 
(at $30 per) while Miss Broomstick goes on a 
crying jag. À 


A Husband’s Lot 


Concern for my own peace and quiet are 
not my only reasons for eschewing high- 
fashion business. Frankly I don’t want to be 
a party to contributing to the ill health of any 
employees of mine — or indirectly, to making 
life miserable for their husbands. It took a 
shocking experience to wake me up to how this 
high-fashion fanaticism can shatter a home. 

One day the haggard husband of one of our 
modelsslumped into our office. “Mr. Conover,” 
pleaded the poor devil, “you’ve got to help 
me. My wife —she won’t listen to reason. 
She wants high-fashion work and she’s willing 
to ruin her health and our marriage to get it. 
She eats pills of cotton wadding to kill her 
appetite. 

“She’s got a new cold every week. She’s 
jumpy and nags me to death. She sleeps with 
mud packs on her face, sashes around her 
breasts and bobby pins in what little 
hair she hasn’t cut off. All that keeps her 
going is vitamin injections.” 

The man’s anguish was so great I decided 
to investigate. My findings disenchanted me 
with the high-fashion racket from then on. 
Just as a sample — one of the five finalists 
for the title of Miss “X” in a nationwide 
beauty contest sponsored by a famous com- 
pany awaited the judges’ verdict in a tuber- 
culosis sanatorium. She failed to win, but 
later resumed her fashion work. 

Another incredible discovery I made was 
that these much-photographed and admired 
women pass through long stretches when they 
eat Jess than a bird. I arrived at these figures 
by checking their calorie intake against that 
of the Myna bird owned by Nicky Quattro- 
ciocchi, owner of the famous “El Borracho” 
restaurant in New York. 


What’s Behind It? 


Now the really vital question for Americans 
is not so much what these young women eat 
— as what’s eating these young women. If 
their motives were only financial, the conse- 
quences would concern no one but themselves. 
But according to a prominent psychologist, 
the financial goals are only surface rationali- 
zations of deeper, more disturbing drives. 
‘When girls don’t want curves where curves 
ought to be,” says Dr. Smiley Blanton, direc- 
tor of the American Foundation of Religion 
and Psychiatry, “it may amount to a sub- 
conscious rejection of their feminine role. 
Years ago Freud discovered that all women 
have a striving, usually repressed, for mas- 
culinity. They live in a world where they 
feel men get a ‘better deal.’ The woman 
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who openly disfigures her charms in search 
of a career may be trying to assume a man’s 
role in society.” 

Neither my wife, Candy Jones, nor I want 
to disparage the naturally slender girls who 
get jobs in the fashion field. 

As one of the country’s leading beauty 
directors, Candy has helped thousands of 
career girls and women overcome beauty 
and fashion problems and to discover and 
enhance their natural beauty assets. In fact, 
Candy would like to temper my views about 
high-fashion girls. 

“I have deplored the willingness of certain 


“NATURAL SLENDERNESS” is fine, Conover says. Don't overdo it! 
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models to become hospital cases,” she says. 
“But I have found the high-fashion girl, in 
the main, acut above average in showman- 
ship.” 

However, she agrees that the new Believ- 
able Beauty has a more keenly developed 
sense of fashion know-how and her pride 
of intelligence refuses to allow her to be just 
another clothes-horse dummy, wearing one 
or the other of her two expressions — bored 
or startled. 

Richard Avedon, one of the best known 
high-fashion photographers, still goes all out 

Conlinued on page 18 





FOR THREE GENERATIONS 
AMERICA’S MOST POPULAR SPAGHETTI! 


...THE KIND WITH THE 
EXTRA-GOOD SAUCE! 


A boys favorite food 
that the man still loves! 


Spaghetti like this is meant to be 
devoured . . . not just eaten!! Like a boy 
.--you dive right in and get big, juicy 
mouthfuls. You want the flavor and 
aroma of the sauce to fill your mouth 
and go to your head. Because this 
spaghetti is really a boy’s favorite food 
that the man still loves. That man of 
yours will never grow old enough or 
rich enough to lose his love for 

this grand-tasting dish. 

There’s only one famous prepared 
spaghetti. The one whose marvelous 
tomato and cheese flavor lingers 
in the memory of men with a happy 
boyhood! It’s called Franco-American. 
With the sauce that has made it 
“a millionaire’s dish for pennies a 
portion!” Get plenty of Franco-American 
Spaghetti, then watch your man eat 
like a happy, healthy kid again. 
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| NEVER BEFORE SUCH. A VALUE! New All- 
Purpose BREEZE is the only detergent you need 
for family wash, fine things, dishes, general cleaning. 
It’sas hard working as the toughest washday ‘‘deter- 
gent,” yet as gentle to hands as the mildest made. 
And you get a big Cannon Dish Towel in every 
Giant Economy-size box. Try BREEZE on Lever 
Brothers’ money-back guarantee. 


Pastel-colored CANNON FACE CLOTH YOURS in Large-size BREEZE 


Nex! Colgate's 
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(az 
Stops Odor Instantly! Checks 


> Perspiration More Effectively! 


P 


From Colgate—world’s 





maker of beau- 


against underarm odor and 
eto Spray daily! 
© Stops odor instantly, checks perspiration more 
effectively! - 
e Easy to use—one squeeze is all you need! 
© Certified safe for fabrics by American Institute 


EC . of Laundering! 
© Dries immediately without stickiness. Squeeze 
z it on—forget it! 
GUARANTEE: Try Veto Spray Pecserans | Ar oie week. 
SPSG YO. RTE a NS, 
Tested and Guaranteed by COLGATE! 
14 





NEW-STYLE LINCOLN — it's Bolger standing still, 


ÍR CAN'T DINGHY %, 


Ray Bolger is baffled 
by routines. He just 
lets his feet ad-lib 





can do it.” And then begged off. 

Almost everything he does is 
ad lib, including the Abe Lincoln 
pose in the picture above. Cos- 
tumed as Lincoln for a fantasy 
number, he spotted an empty 


R: BOLGER can dance all pedestal in the prop department, 
right, like nobody else in and climbed aboard to be sur- 
the business, but not according rounded by dour and disapprov- 
to the book. He learned to dance ing Confederate generals. 


In the same somewhat irrever- 
ent dance number, he is made up 
as George Washing- 
ton. “Make it snap- 
py,” he said to the 
make-up artist. “I’m 
on my way to throw 
some silver dollars 
across the Santa 
Anita race track.” 


Out Cold 
Once his ad-libbing 
got him a punch in 
the nose from pugilist 
Sugar Ray Robinson. Bolger was 
part of the program of a Red 
Cross benefit, and Sugar Ray 
was on the same bill with a spar- 
ring partner. Bolger climbed into 
the ring as mock referee, and 
Sugar Ray accidentally took a 
swing that laid him out cold. 

“No harm done —the nose 
was brokenanyway,” said Bolger, 
accepting Sugar Ray’s apologies. 

Otherwise his spontaneity has 
paid off all the way. Maybe if he 
had taken to formal instruction, 
he would still be an insurance 


spontaneously, and still varies 
his steps with his mood. His first 
instructor was an old 
night watchman in 
Cambridge, Mass., 
where he was an in- 
surance clerk. Bolger 
couldn’t follow the 
lessons, improvised 
his own steps, devel- 
oped his present ec- 
centric style of hoof- 
ing, so close to both 
ballet and burlesque. 

Bolger is the near- 
est thing to an “ad-libber” on 
the stage today. His “Once in 
Love with Amy” song-and-dance | 
number in the stage version of 
“‘Where’s Charley?” was de- 
signed to run only a few minutes. 
Bolger stretched it into the top 
production number of the show, 
sometimes running it 20 minutes, : 
and varied it with each of the 
1,000 performances. 

He’s still not amenable to for- 
mal instruction. Rehearsing for 
hiscurrent motion picture, “April 
in Paris,” he tried to follow the 





NIGHT watchman 
started him off 


steps of the dance coach and con- clerk. As it is he can afford to 
tinually fumbled them badly. Pitch dollars across the race track 

“It’s an easy step,” he said day in and day out, including 
airily to the coach. “Anybody holidays. — LOUIS BERG 













Mrs. Casey Stengel 
Puts On Blue Bonnet 

To Get Most — 
For the Money! 


Pee 
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‘ Son 


Mrs. Casey Stengel knows that no 
other margarine=and no high-priced 
spread for bread—gives all BLUE 
Bonnet’s advantages! FLAVOR! Its 
sunny-sweet goodness makes any 
food taste better! NUTRITION! Un- 
like most margarines, BLUE BONNET 
contains both Vitamins A and D! 
Economy! BLUE BONNET is made 
pound of BLUE Bonner Margarine 
pound of BLUE i 

conte lase than Laie much = one 

und of high-priced spread! 

Buus BONNET and be sure of “4 ra 
—Filavor! Nutrition! Econom-e-e! 


We Love French’s 
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Parrakeet Seed 


also for Love Birds and “Budgies” 





‘tw Arthritis Pain 


Sloan's 


Greatest name in pain-relieving 
LINIMENT 





If not—feed PLANTABBS. 
A rich plant food in tablet form. 
Clean, odorless, safe, easy-to-use. 

Amazing results with everything 
that grows in flower pot, window box 
or-garden. 25c, 50c, $1, $2, and $3.50. 

At your dealers or postpaid from: 

PLANTABBS CORPORATION 
DEPT. A, BALTIMORE 1, MARYLAND 
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CHICKEN LOAF: Make as many layers as you like 


COFFEE PARTY 


by Clementine Paddleford 


This Week Food Editor 


Jacksonville’s favorite kind of 
get-together is “the coffee,” a 
stand-up, walk-around occasion 


JACKSONVILLE, FLA. 

HE doesn’t cook out of the cookbook, she 

cooks out of her head. That is, she just 
cooks, and to get a recipe from Mrs. Lawrence 
Adams, of Jacksonville, Fla., means standing 
by, pad and pencil in hand, while the dish is pre- 
pared. It’s a long siege of standing for she 
admits frankly, “To me, cooking is nothing less 
than a love affair.” No one needs telling: for a 
lover, love affairs are a serious business. 

“The coffee” is a popular daytime party with 
Jacksonville women. This isn’t a 
breakfast, it isn’t a luncheon, but 
something of both —a stand-up, 
walk-around, overeat occasion. 


Hot Tangerine Rolls 


When Mrs. Adams entertains her 
Friday Musicale, one of the oldest 
and largest cultural organizations in 
Florida, founded in 1890, she gives 
a coffee, 20 guests, more or less 
between the hours of 12 and two. 
Favorite dish for this party is the French 
chicken loaf, this to cut into thick slices, each 
slice to recut into three fingers. It’s accom- 
panied by hot rolls, these filled with tangerine 
marmalade spread into the folds before the rolls 
go to the oven. A choice of fancy sandwiches 
are on hand always and a green salad, a rich, 
rich dessert and coffee, and coffee. 





The dishes given here are typical of Jackson- 
ville tables, Mrs. Adams told me, and she ought 
to know, having lived here always. She’s a 
descendant of Isaiah D. Hart, a founder of the 
city, originally of Virginia, great-uncle of her 
mother. Mrs. Adams’ great-grandfather built 
the fourth house in the village of Cowford, 
later named Jacksonville. 

Mrs. Adams, now a widow, lives with her 
sister and together they do all their cooking for 
company. Music, however, is Mrs. Adams’ 
first interest, cooking her favorite recreation; 
gardening comes next. She spends long hours 
in the garden back of the 12-room home over- 
looking St. Johns River. This is a remarkable 
river, one of the few in the world to flow toward 
the North, whirling its miniature whitecaps. 

French Chicken Loaf 
1 4-pound fowl, disjointed 
2 bay leaves 
1 clove garlic, crushed 
44 teaspoon orégano 
2 quarts boiling water, salted 
¥ teaspoon salt 
4 teaspoon pepper 
1 small can pimentos, finely 
chopped 
2 envelopes unflavored gelatin 

¥ cup cold water 

10 eggs, hard cooked 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Put disjointed fowl in large saucepan with 
bay leaves, garlic, orégano and boiling water. 
Bring to a boil, cover tightly and simmer for 
about 114 hours or until chicken is very tender 
and meat begins to separate from bones, Re- 


move chicken and boil water down to 2 cups. 
While stock is reducing, put chicken through 
food chopper using coarse blade. Season with 
salt and pepper; add chopped pimentos. 
‘Dissolve unflavored gelatin in cold water for 
5 minutes, add 2 cups hot chicken stock from 
which the herbs have been strained. Lightly 
oil loaf pan (8x5x3). Pack 14 of the chicken 
into the bottom of the pan to a depth of 2 inches. 
Pour over 14 of the gelatin. While the gelatin 
mixture is Congealing, mash the egg yolks with 
a fork and season with salt and pepper. Now 
layer }4 of the yolks over the chicken; add the 
rest of the chicken and over this 14 of the 
gelatin mixture. Allow to congeal slightly and 
then add the rest of egg yolks. Pour over 
another 14 of the gelatin and allow to congeal 
slightly. Layer on top all of the mashed egg 
whites (to give the effect of icing) and add the 
remaining 14 gelatin mixture. Chill well. Slice 
like cake. Approximate yield: 8 portions. 
Eggnog Pie 
1 envelope unflavored gelatin 
\ cup cold water 
4 eggs, separated 
1 cup sugar 
1 teaspoon salt 
4% cup hot water 
Y cup rum 
1 teaspoon grated nutmeg 
1 8-inch baked pie shell 
Soften gelatin in 44 cup cold water and let 
stand for 5 minutes. Meanwhile beat egg yolks 
with 4 cup of the sugar and salt. Gradually 
stir in hot water and cook in double boiler over 
rapidly boiling water until of custard consist- 
ency; stir constantly. Add softened gelatin and 
stir until thoroughly dissolved. Cool; add rum 
and 14 teaspoon nutmeg. Beat egg whites 
until foamy, gradually add remaining 14 cup 
sugar and beat until stiff but not dry. Fold 
into custard when it begins to thicken. Fill 
baked pie shell with mixture and chill. Garnish 
with whipped cream and sprinkle with remain- 
ing 4 teaspoon nutmeg. Yield: 6 to 8 portions. 
Fig Puddi 
24% cups soft white bread crumbs 
1 cup sugar 
1 teaspoon salt 
2 teaspoons double-acting baking powder 
1 teaspoon cinnamon 
1 teaspoon nutmeg 
4 pound dried figs (8 or 9), quartered 
1 cup coarsely chopped pecans 
144 cup butter or margarine, softened 
% cup milk 
2 eggs, well beaten 
Place bread crumbs in large mixing bowl with 
sugar, salt, baking powder, cinnamon, nutmeg, 
figs and nuts; blend. Add shortening and milk; 
mix until all ingredients are thoroughly com- 
bined. Stir in beaten eggs and mix well. Turn into 
buttered coffee can or a 1-quart mold and cover 
(if you haven’t a cover, use waxed paper and 
tie with string). Steam in large covered kettle 
for 2 hours or until a toothpick inserted in the 
center comes out clean. (Keep water in kettle 
to half-way mark on covered can or mold, add- 
ing boiling water as needed.) Serve warm with 
Foamy Eggnog Sauce. Yield: 8 to 10 portions. 
Foamy Eggnog Sauce 
4% cup heavy cream, whipped 
2 tablespoons sugar 
3 tablespoons rum or brandy 
2 egg yolks, well beaten 
3 egg whites, stiffly beaten 
Combine cream and sugar and rum or brandy; 
blend well. Stir in egg yolks. Fold in stiffly 
beaten egg whites. Serve over fig pudding. 
Yield: 14 cups sauce. , 
* * * 
FISH, ALL FISH, for luncheon next week. 
Join us in a native restaurant on the shores 
of the Caribbean in Salinas, Puerto Rico. 
Two hot sauce recipes are given. 












your child 
u take a, 
Laxative? 


Children enjoy 
taking Fletcher’s 


CASTORIA 


the laxative made 
especially for them 


Em Mild Castoria 
Contains No Harsh Drugs— 
Won’tUpset Sensitive 

Little Stomachs! 


When your child needs a laxative, 
never upset him with harsh adult 
preparations. Give Fletcher’s 
Castoria, the natural laxative es- 
pecially made for children from 
nature’s-own vegetable products. 
Contains no cascara, no castor oil, 
no salts, and no harsh drugs. Won’t 
cause griping, diarrhea, nor upset 
sensitive digestive systems. Mild 
Fletcher’s Castoria acts gently, 
thoroughly, and you can regulate 
dosage exactly. What’s more, it’s 
so pleasant-tasting, children take 
it without fussing. Get it now. 


The Original and Genuine 


Especially Made for Infants 
and Children of All Ages! 
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National Biscuit Company, Dept. TW-1 FREE 


H 
-Bone Bakery 
146 E. 10th St, NewYork 9, N. Y. SAMPLE $ 
Send me free mMILK-BONE DOG BiscurTs. Also E 
Booklet: “How to Care for apd Feed Your E 
Dog.” (Paste couponon posteard if you wish.) H 
Name B 
(Sa rp AE 
Oly and Staten ann ene 
‘This offer good in United States only 
NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 
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ITCH 


Very first use of soothing, cooling liquid 
D-D.D. Prescription positively relieves 
raw red itch—caused by eczema, rashes, 
scalpirritation, chafing—other itch troubles. 
Greaseless, stainless. 43c trial bottle must 
satisfy or money back. Don’t suffer. Ask 





your druggist for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. 


HUNDREDS OF NEW 
PROFIT SOURCES 


yours today in 


treasur 


“NEW PRODUCTS 
_ AND SERVICES” 


Fhis exciting new of- Com- 
merce 80-page handbook lists and de- 
scribes 1,000 new money-making lines 
by 750 manufacturers. Yours to use, 
sell, produce or compete with. Get 
your copy now—then follow the daily 
“New Products” column in The Jour- 
nal of Commerce. Your copy sent free 
with trial subscription of J-of-C—10 
weeks for only $5, a saving of $2.50. 
Mail coupon now—keep track of new 
profit sources. 


J THE lh NEW YORK 


53, Park Row, New York 15, N. Y. 


Send me the J. of C. for the next 10 weeks plus 
Products 


my copy of “New and Services,” 


Check for $5 is enclosed. 
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diphtheria, do you? Well, when I 
was twelve, in Galesburg, my two 
kid brothers, Freddy, who was two 
years old, and Emil, who was 
seven, woke up one morning and 
complained of sore throats. Old 
Doc Wilson came, examined them 
and said, ‘It’s diphtheria. All we 
can do now is hope . . . They might 
get better, they might get worse. 
I can’t tell.’ 

“He came again the following 
morning and just shook his head . . . 

“It was Freddy who first stopped 
breathing. I can still see Mother 
touching Freddy’s forehead and 
saying, her voice shaking and the 
tears coming down her face, ‘He’s 
cold ... our Freddy is gone...’ 


The Lincoln Book 


“Em was a strong, fine boy, 
and we hoped he might pull 
through. We stood by his bed and 
watched ... His breathing came 
slower and slower, and in less than 
half an hour, he seemed to have 
stopped breathing. Mother put her 
hands on him and said, ‘Oh God, 
Emil is gone, too...” 

“That was medicine in the late 
1880's. Look at it now. Why, now- 
adays, Freddy and Emil would be 
up and about in less than a week.”. 

After a long silence, Sandburg 
spoke up again. 

“Speaking about children,” he 
began, “once upon a time, I had a 
brainstorm. I decided I would write 
a book that kids could understand 
and enjoy. It dawned on me that 
someone ought to tell them about 
that strange man from the plains 
of Illinois named Abe Lincoln. So, 
I sat down and wrote the title page 
— THE STORY OF ABRAHAM 
LINCOLN— FOR THE VERY 
YOUNG. . . 

“It was my intention to write a 
short book, not more than three 
hundred pages. I thought I could 
write it, maybe, in six months. I 
didn’t want to write anything 
about the Civil War. I thought it 
would be too gory for the kids. I 
was going to say on the first page, 
“You all know about the great 
Civil War. I am not going to say 
anything about it in this book, but 
I want to tell you the story of Lin- 
coln when he was still a young man 
and lived in a prairie town. ..’”” 


Gathering Information 


He .aucuen and nudged his com- 
panion. “Well sir, then I began 
gathering my ammunition ... 
Weeks, months,. years went by. 
Every day, I would find either a 
letter that was never published 
before, or a clipping, or a photo- 
graph that nobody before paid any 
attention to. It took me eight years 
before I was ready to- write my 
story. By that time, I could hardly 
move in my attic. Every inch of 
space was taken by boxes, barrels, 
and trunks containing my data. 
“As far as the actual writing was 
concerned, it took me exactly six- 
teen years to write “The Prairie 
Years’ and “The War Years.’ All in 
in all . . .” he laughed again, “well, 


“I SEE GREAT DAYS AHEAD” 


Continued from page seven 


the first World War was still on 
when I conceived the bright notion 
of writing ‘Abraham Lincoln’s 
Story for the Very Young,’ but by 
the time I finally managed to 
deliver the last batch of stuff to 
my publishers, it was July, 1939, 
and the second World War was 
just around the corner ... Lordy, 
Lordy, how I worked. Often 
sixteen, sometimes as many as 
twenty hours at a stretch .. . 
My bones ached. 

“I guess what actually kept me 
alive during those years was the 
challenge . . . When I started gath- 
ering my ammunition, I said to 
myself, ‘Let’s find out whether that 
man, Lincoln, was really as good 
and as great as they say.’ That was 
the challenge. 

“Well, Lincoln won. It took me 
twenty-four years to find out that 
he was every inch as good and as 
great as he was described.” 

By now, Sandburg was within a 
block of his hotel. He stopped, lit 
a cigar, and spoke briefly of his 
new book. It is called, “Always the 
Young Strangers,” and Harcourt, 
Brace will bring it out on Tuesday, 
the poet’s birthday. It’s about the 
first 20 years of his life. He said he 
had to write it. There was no other 
way to “get rid” of the teeming 
memories of his past. 

The Life of Riley 
“*Tuere I was,” he said by way 
of explanation, “hibernating on 
my farm in Flat Rock, which is 
probably the smallest and the 
nicest town in my adopted State 
of North Carolina. I was living the 
life of Riley, staring at the Great 
Smoky Mountains, and watching 
my sixty goats that I brought with 
me from my farm in Michigan. 

“But my mind was far, far away, 
right back where I started from, in 
Galesburg, the town I was born in. 
... I would close my eyes and vis- 
ualize the old burg as I knew it. 
My father and mother, my sisters 
and brothers, the man who gave 
me my first job as a delivery boy 
... and the man who gave me hell 
because, instead of using a soft 
brush on his high silk hat, I dusted 
it with my whiskbroom ... my 
school teachers and friends, and 


the storm. ..’” 


the Knox College campus where 
Lincoln and Douglas debated . . . 
Finally, it got too much for me. So, 
two years ago, I decided to re-visit 
Galesburg and maybe write a book 
about those far-gone days. 

“All the streets in Galesburg were 
paved by now, and the town looked 


_ happy and prosperous. Most of the 


people I knew were gone, but my 
cousin, Charlie Krans, with whom 
I played when we were kids, was 
still alive. So, I spent a day on his 
farm. When I was leaving, I said, 
‘I think we'll meet again, Charlie, 
we're too ornery to die soon.’ ” 


Never Lost Faith 


SanpBurc laughed uproariously. 
He was standing on the sidewalk 
in front of his hotel by this time 
and was about to go in when he 
suddenly changed his mind, turned 
around and looked at the late- 
afternoon sun that seemed to be set- 
ting afire the skyscrapers on lower 
Manhattan. His manner changed 
abruptly. He was no longer a jovial 
man who had gone to visit his old 
home town. His pale blue eyes 
were blazing, his finely chiseled 
face was set. He was a prophet. 

“I have spent,” he said gravely, 
“as strenuous a life as any man 
surviving three wars and two 
major depressions, but never, not 
for a moment, did I lose faith in 
America’s future. Time and time 
again, I saw the faces of her men 
and women torn and shaken in 
turmoil, chaos, and storm. In each 
Major crisis, I have seen despair 
on the faces of some of the fore- 
most strugglers, but their ideas 
always won. Their visions always 
came through. 

“I see America, not in the set- 
ting sun of a black night of despair 
ahead of us, I see America in the 
crimson light of a rising sun fresh 
from the burning, creative hand of 
God. I see great days ahead, 
great days possible to men and 
women of will and vision. . . ”” 

He took off his hat, as if saluting 
the future, and ran his hand 
through his white hair and said 
with a smile, “May I offer my 
favorite toast? “To the storms to 
come and the stars coming after 
The End 
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Milk of Magnesia 

gives better relief 

—more complete 
relief from 


JRREGULARITY 


than single-purpose 


laxatives! 


Milk of Magnesia does more 
than laxatives which act on 
irregularity alone. For it also 
relieves accompanying acid 
indigestion . . . gives you 
pa e a Sie 
ips ilk oj a 
—the best laxative money 
can buy. 


So Gentle for Children... 
So Thorough for Grownups 


PHILLIPS’ 


MILK OF MAGNESIA 
Liquid or Tablets 


Now TRY THIS 


For CHILD'S COUGH 


For coughs and acute bronchitis due to 
Creomulsion 


specially prepared fax Children i 

in anew 

pink and blue and be sure: 
(1) Your like it. 


_ (2) It contains only safe, proven 
(3) It contains no narcotics to dis- 
turb nature’s processes. 
(4) It will aid nature to soothe and 
heal raw, tender, i throat and 


CREOMUESION 
CHILDREN 
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EVERYBODY'S 


Ce 
C liquette 


ATTENTION, JOINERS! 


by Mrs. John G. Lee 


WATIONAL PRESIDENT, LEAGUE OF WOMEN VOTERS 


If you agree to work 
on a committee, don’t 
let the chairman down 


bec lar ag a ea 
asked to serve an organiza- 


tion for some reason at some time 
is rare indeed. Quite possibly this 
has happened to you: 

The telephone rings. You go to 
answer it and in a few minutes 
return to the room, long-faced. 

“Who was it?” someone asks. 

“Mary Smith,” you groan. “She 
wants me to be on a committee.” 

“What did you tell her?” 

“T said I would — if she couldn’t 
get anyone else.” 


Wary do so many people take 
that “they forced me” attitude? 
As an individual you are certainly 
free to do as you wish. Don’t feel 
guilty if you don’t wish to serve on 
a committee when asked. But, 
don’t hedge. Merely express your 


regrets. 

If you feel that you would like 
to do the job, say so immediately. 
Your chairman.will be bowled over 
with delight. Why accept if she 
“can’t get anyone else”? If you’re 
going to do it, accept cheerfully, In 
other words, be as courteous as 
though you were being invited to 
a party. 


There are people, however, who 
can’t say no. They agree to be on 
the committee. Sure enough, their 
names are down on the program, 
but that’s it. They never come to 
meetings and are never home when 


called. They're dead wood. They ' 


are the reason for the assertion, 
“Committees never get anything 
done,” and the provocation for my 
second point, serve well. 

Now, serving well doesn’t 
mean doing everything your- 
self. Mrs. A. makes that mistake. 


posters. At the end of the season 
she is completely worn out and the 
other members of the committee 
have lost interest because they 
weren't given anything to do. 

Another hard worker is Mrs. B. 
who has a great interest in her 
committee work. She gives many 
suggestions, a number of which 
prove valuable. 

But she thinks every one of them 
should be adopted. When they are 
not, she goes ahead on her own, 
completely ignoring the wishes of 
the majority. 

Both Mrs. A. and Mrs. B. have 
forgotten that they are supposed 
to be working with others, not per- 
forming one-man miracles. 

Mrs. C. is an unfortunate indi- 
vidual. She is a feuder and injects 








DON'T INSIST your 


ideas be accepted 





disharmony into any committee 
she is on. Sides are taken and feel- 
ings hurt because she lets personal- 
ities take precedence over per- 
formance. 


A coop committee, of course, 
deserves a good chairman. She will 
keep her group small, for efficiency. 
She knows what has to be done 
and delegates jobs. She does not 
misrepresent the nature or amount 
of work required. 

On the other hand, she doesn’t 
ask people to “pad” the committee 
or to provide “window dressing.” 
She sees to it that tag ends are 
cleared up promptly. And she 
shares the credit for a job well done. 

In this same connection, an 
officer who has completed her term 
should step down gracefully. She 
should not rest on past glory, but 
resume the duties of regular mem- 
bership. Her experience makes her 
unquestionably valuable, but she 
should offeradvice only when asked. 

One final word. Vary your com- 
mittee work. If you have been 
serving on committees for social 
groups or church societies only, 
try a civic organization or even a 
political party. You'll learn new 
things and that’s fun! 

* * * 
PEOPLE’S PRIVACY is impor- 
tant to them — don’t intrude, 
says H. A. Overstreet next week. 






CREME 60¢ LIQUID S50¢-$1 


Make your hair obey 
the new soft way 


No oily after-film... just soft shimmering beauty 


Now ...try the only hairdressing that makes hair obey the 
new soft way ... With miracle Curtisol—so amazingly light, 
so penetrating it never leaves oily “after-film”! Just a touch 
“sparkles” ‘hair, prevents dryness and split ends, frizziness 
after a permanent. Gives you “easy-do” hair instantly. Even 
after shampoo! No wonder. women prefer Suave 7 to 1. 





End dry hair worries 
with miracle Curtisol— 
Only Suave has it 










of Active . 
Chlorophyll win > 


COLGATE 


Instant Proof! 
See White Turn Green 
As Active Chlorophyll 

Is Released! 
AND ONLY ACTIVE CHLOROPHYLL 
~ HELPS YOU! 
© Destroys Bad Breath originating in 
thorough! 


mouth. Quicker-acting, more 


@ Fights Tooth Decay! Attacks acids that 
are a cause of tooth decay! 


© Checks Common Gum Disorders! 
Helps you care for sore, tender gums! 


*Containe water-soluble chlorophyllins. 
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Mighty good! Mighty fast! Mighty easy! 


Make itin 20 minutes 


and turn off the heat. In a total of 13 minutes, 
you: have rice as rice should be—snowy, fluffy, 
“fairly bursting with flavor. You simply can’t 
miss—Minute Rice is sure to be perfect! 

Exciting recipes on every package. Get the 
large Economy Size—once you try Minute 
Rice, you'll use it often! 


S-t-r-e-t-c-h those holiday leftovers into an ex- 
citing one-dish supper! It’s soeasy—with quick, 
quick MINUTE RICE! 

Served as a vegetable, or in glamor-dishes by 
„the dozen—there’s no rice like Minute Rice! 
“It’s the only rice pre-cooked to save work and 

guesswork! 

You simply pour Minute Rice right from the 

package, add-water and salt, bring to a boil, 
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err, Prepare 1 RKEY SUPPER SUPERB 
- p Te teks Y cups Minute Rice as di 
af S ee savory. Cook: 1 panka a 
Pears or Cuts as directed: Birds 
cans Condensed > add 2 tabi 
pimentos, a litle chopped rane OUP. ¥ cup milk 
mi, en eg a 
z t and ble; - Mix well, 
ye T MeT $. Golly, a Reme Arrange on platter 
° . n absorb the Savory flavor —onl 
wonder so fasts > make such a 
è 


No washing! No rinsing! 
No draining! No steaming! 2 
Minute Rice is highest-quality long-grain rice, pre-cooked 
to save you time, fuel, work! Never any waste, never any 
worry—it’s simply got to come out perfect. No wonder 


more families use Minute Rice than any other brand of 
packaged rice. There’s no other rice like it! 


For perfect rice the quick § 
and easy way ...pre-Ccooked 
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FASHION FIND ————EE——— 


fon HOLIDAY 


66 AT HOME” no longer means trailing around the house 
in an old wrapper or your street clothes. “At home” 








costumes are a serious matter now. Here is Bernardo 
Sandals’ contribution to the fireside-glamour trend — kid- 
skin accessories encrusted with huge, brilliant stones in the 
style of the late and luxurious Romans. The sandals are 
one of many styles and colors. To match, a kidskin- 
and-stone necklace and armband. Velvet trousers and 
linen blouse by Lotte of Drewyn. — JOAN SHORT 

Photograph by Ray Solowinski 





“PM THROUGH WITH THIN GIRLS” 


Continued from page thirteen 


for the thin gal. “‘Sure these models 
are thin,” he says. “Painfully so. 
But don’t forget — the effect of 
the camera is automatically to add 
ten pounds to a person’s appear- 
ance. 

“The important thing to me is 
that these girls have a psychic 
sense of exactly the pose and feel- 
ing I am looking for, right down to 
the last flick of the wrist. I can’t 
give them enough credit. They're 
really creative.” 

On the other hand, here is what 
Paul Hesse, whose photographs of 
beautiful women adorn magazine 
covers and many of the country’s 
leading ads, says about the tuber- 
cular look: 


“The trend established by these 
high-fashion girls is completely un- 
wholesome,” he says. “I shudder 
every time I see one. The people 
who set up these standards might 
as well use branches of trees — or 
wax dummies. As long as they’re 
trying to sell clothes to women, 
why don’t they choose real women 
to model them?” 


Write Me a Letter 


Wrar do you think? 

All those against Adenoid Annies 
and in favor of the Believable 
Beauty — signify by writing me a 
letter, care of THis WEEK. 

Maybe you can help me turn 
this into a Crusade. The End 
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“I drink all the coffee 
ÎS THIS ME? 


Here's how I redlly am, by Dave Gerard 
but look like this . . 


To my son Jimmie 





| get all the sleep 
| need!" 





DONT STOP DRINKING COFFEE... 
JUST STOP DRINKING CAFFEIN ! 


ILLIONS of coffee-lovers now Be wise. Taste New Extra-Rich 
drink all the rich, delicious Sanka Coffee. And don’t be sur- 
coffee they please, morning,noon prised if you like it betrer than 
and night . . . and sleep better, the coffee you've been drinking! 
feel better! f 
They’ve switched to New Ex- 
tra-Rich Sanka Coffee. It’s caf- 
fein-free—will not make you 
tense, tired, sleepless. And it gives 
you all the fragrant, flavorful 
goodness of fine coffee because 
only the tasteless, odorless caf- DELICIOUS IN EITHER’ 
fein is removed. INSTANT OR REGULAR FORM 


To that good looking waitress . „To Susie — bless her Extra Rich SAN KA COFFEE 


Ws delicious! It's 97% caffein-free! It lets you sleep! 


Products of General Foods 





THE MOST SENSATIONAL OFFER MADE BY THE LITERARY GUILD IN 26 YEARS! 









(Value up to $28.45 
in publishers’ editions) 


MAIL THIS COUPON. k 
Which 3 Books Do You Want for only $2 
IF YOU JOIN THE LITERARY GUILD NOW 
Literary Guild of America, Inc., Publishers 


Dept. ITW, Garden City, N. Y. 7 ; 
Please send me at once the THREE books I have checked below as my Membership 
Gikt Books and first selection, and bill me only $2.00 for all three: 


C A Men Called C Funk & Wagnalls Dictionary 
1) The Caine Metiny [C] Hammond's World Atlas 
Complete Book of Etiquette Look At America 
Creative Home Decorating Sewing Made Easy 
Encyclopedia of Cooking C The Silver Chatice 
Enroll me as a member of the Literary Guild and send me “Wings” every month 
so I can decide whether or not I want to receive the Guild selection descri . My 


only obligation is to accept four selections, or alternates, pe year at only $2.00 each 
(plus shipping charge), regardless of the higher publishers” prices. For each four 
books I accept, I will receive a free Bonus Book—and I may resign my membership 
at any time after purchasing four books. 

SPECIAL NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted I will 

return all books in 7 days and this membership will be cancelled! 


(Please Print) 





Selection price in Canada, $2.20 plus shipping. Address 105 Bond St., 
‘Toronto 2, ‘Ontario. Offer good only in U.S.A. and Canada. 





OF THESE WONDERFUL BOOKS DO YOU WANT À 


For 26 years the Literary Guild has been saving its mem- 
bers up to 50% of the retail prices of each year’s best books, 
Almost without exception, Guild selections have been at or near 
the top of best-seller lists. Many, many of them have been made 
into great motion pictures. In every instance they have 
been the most widely-read, most is books of 
the day—the exciting smash-hit you read, or were sorry 
to have ! 


Nearly a million readers now, belong to the Guild. We want 
you to know about its advantages—to discover from experience 
how convenient it is to get the books you want when you want 
them! We want you to realize how great your savings are—how 
you can get a $3.00, $3.50 and occasionally a $4.00 book for 
just $2.00 (plus shipping charge). We want you to know about 
the Bonus Books members receive FREE. Above all, we want 
you to be assured of the quality of the books the Literary Guild 
offers you — {from which you select only the ones you want. 

That is why, as an inducement to you, we offer to send you 
THREE of the books shown on this page on approval. If you 
are pleased, you pay only $2.00 for all three and join the 
Literary Guild Book Club on a trial basis. If not, you simply 
return the books and owe nothing. 


PICK THE 3 YOU WANT—SEND NO MONEY 
PAY NOTHING ON ARRIVAL—JUST MAIL COUPON 


by Ge - 
| Thomas B. Costain. A tower- Editors of Look. Here is your 
ing novel of love, faith and 
$ adventure—with the birth of 
Christianity as its theme! By 
America’s best-loved story- A 


» teller. Pub. edition, $3.85. 





The big word guide contain- 
ing 145,000 entries, 1,000 il- 
lustrations and featuring the 
wonderful EM’ PHA * TYPE: 
system! Pub. edition, $5.50. 


by Her- d 
man Wouk. This tale of a d 
young Ensign who found the 


by 
Catherine Marshall. This life 
sory of the miniser who was 
loved by millions miy inapite 
jour life, open new doors of 
hope and courage. A family 


= a must. Pub. edition, $3.75- 


A LITERARY GUILD BOOK CLUB OFFER THAT MAY NEVER BE MADE AGAIN! 














by the 


























’ by Amy Vanderbilt. | 
A completely new guide to 
gracious living . . .your way 














by 
Mary Lynch. Now—cut, sew, 
style, remodel clothes like a 
professional with this guide- 
400 | 









of love and manhood jp 
F Crammed with ideas; 

pages; 1,000 pictures! 
Orig. pub. edition, $3.95. 










At last, a 
top-notch all new atlas—with | 
over 100 maps in full color, Ù 
the latest complete Census 
figures, 16 historical maps. 
9347 x 1234” in size. 





























by the Rockows. Work 
wonders with this giant book ! 
EE Contains 700 pictures, plus 55 
full-color “show-how'" rooms. 
Step-by-step methods; latest 
trends! Pub. edition, $5.95. 








Each month publishers submit their best books to our edi- 
tors. From among them ome is selected and fully described in 
“Wings”, the illustrated magazine members receive monthly. 
As a member, whether or not you take a selection is up to you. 
If yowdecide you don’t want a selection, you may choose an 
alternate or simply tell us not to send amy book. It is not neces- 
sary to accept a book every month; you can take as few as four 
a year from the 50 or more offered. You may cancel member- 
ship at any time after you have accepted four books, but if you 
continue you will receive a FREE Bonus Book for each addi- 
tional four Guild books you accept . . . a new work of fiction or 
non-fiction, or a beautifully printed, handsomely bound “Col- 
lector’s Library” volume! 


But you cannot appreciate all the advantages of member- 
ship until you try it! Why not do so now while you can have 
THREE books (a value up to $28.45 in the publishers’ edi- 
tions) on approval! You may return them within 7 days and 
owe” nothing, or pay only $2.00 for all three and become a 
Guild member on a trial basis. Your sole obligation then will 
be to accept only three more books at $2.00 each during the 
coming year. So mail the coupon NOW—before you forget! 


LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, INC., Publishers, Garden City, New York 
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